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Geronimo Stilton Thea Stilton 

A learned and brainy Geronimo’s sister and 
mouse; editor of special correspondent at 

The Rodent’s Gazette The Rodent’s Gazette 








Trap Stilton Benjamin Stilton 

An awful joker; A sweet and loving 

Geronimo’s cousin and nine-year-old mouse; 

owner of the store Geronimo’s favorite 
Cheap Junk for Less nephew 
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avo CHEESEBRAINS 
IN BLACK MAsKs _ 





It was a dak » billy, moonleam night and 

~T was snoring contentedly under thy * 
cozy comforter. I was having the most , 
-fabumeuse’ dream! In my dream I was - * 
floating in space, happily hovering o over. a 
cream . cheese ‘asteroids, | “ 5 Sa 





no 





Two CHEESEBRAINS RW IN BLack Masks 


Just as I was about to NIDDIE on a yummy- 
looking cheese crater, something woke 
me up. I heard aGl\tK, like the sound of a lock 
being broken. Then I heard a @Pe Qk, like 
the sound of a door opening. And finally, I 
heard a S$Woosh, $Woosh, like the sound 
of muffled feet... . 

Holey cheese! Someone was in my house! 

In a panic, I grabbed something to 
protect myself. Unfortunately, it wasn’t a 
BASEBALL BAT. tt was my slipper. 
ie get —- Rats! Still, I forced myself to 
scamper into the living room. 

And that’s when I saw them. 

Two shadows in the dark. . . 
“Aaaaah!” | yelled. 

“Aaaaaaaaah!” 
yelled the shadows. 


‘AAAAAAAAAAAAAaau 
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Two CHEESEBRAINS RW IN BLack Masks 


I yelled louder. 

I was so scared, my heart was racing. 
The “l/l 1S were looking more like 
mice wearing masks. \YV{11(D were these 
intruders? WHAT did they want? 
Money? Jewelry? A homemade Swiss cheese 
sandwich on rye? 

I’'d have to wait to find out. A moment 
later I fainted. 

Cjunk! 


I woke up the following morning 








Two CHEESEBRAINS Ue IN BLack Masks 


when a f@y of sun hit me in the eyes. 
With a groan I sat up. Then I rubbed my 
Eno, head, where an ENORMOUSE lump 
—_ lum, had formed. 
Se “Who am I? Where am I? What 
time is it? Why aren’t I in my bed? 





And why do I have an enormouse 
TUmMpP on my head?” | 
muttered. 
Then I tried my best 
to answer myself. 
“Well, um, my name is 
Stilton, Seronimo CMillen, I’m the editor 
of The Rodent’s Gazette, the most famouse 
newspaper on Mouse Island. I’m in my 
house, and it’s morning,” I answered. 
I SIGHED with relief. At least the 
Jump on my head hadn’t turned me 
completely clueless! 














Two CHEESEBRAINS we IN BLack Masks 


A few seconds later, everything came 
rushing back to me: the two shadows 
gre2hing around my house the night 
before .. . grabbing my slipper . . -FNNTING. 
Had senllties been stolen? 

I ran to check on Hannibal, my 
little Ped PiSh. I gave him some 
of his favorite food, and he slapped 





his tail in greeting. 

He was as frisky and Poonkul as ever. 

Then I checked my collection of antique 
cheese rinds. 1m very fond of 
them because I found each rind, one 
by one, in antique shops all over 
New Mouse City. 

Not one was missing. Phew! 

I began opening drawers and 
cabinets to make sure everything 
was where it should be. Carefully, I 
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Two CHEESEBRAINS Ue IN BLack Masks 


pawed through it all — my favorite books, 
my ties, a Chedda¥-colored sweater 
from my aunt Sweetfur, a PALNTED rock 
from my dear nephew Benjamin. 

Luckily, everything was in its place. 

I was so happy. The MCPUCEPS didn’t 
take any of the things that meant the most to 
me. I didn’t really care about my money — 

but even that was all there, in my wallet, 
on a table in the living room. 
How Odd: 
If nothing was stolen, then what 
did those two cheesebrains in black 
masks want? Why did they run off? 
Suddenly, it dawned on me what had 





happened. When I held up my slipper and 

screamed, | had scared them away! 
That’s right — I, Sjeronimo Tilton, 

biggest SCAREDY- MOUSE on all of Mouse 
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Two CHEESEBRAINS we IN BLack Masks 


Island, had sent those fotten cheesebrains 
running! 
I couldn’t believe it. I was a true HERO: 
I couldn’t wait to tell everyone! I 
SeCamPered to the bathroom 


at a hero 
my 






and began getting ready for 
work, happily whistling 
to myself. 

I looked at myself in 
the mirror. Yes, I decided, 
I did look stronger, and 
prouder. In fact, you could 
say I looked heroic! 

I was so busy staring 
at myself in the mirror 
that I hadn’t heard the phone I’ ID g ing. I 
picked up after the tenth I’ Ing. It was my 


grandfather William Shortpaws. 
“GRANDSON! What are you doing? 
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Two CHEESEBRAINS RW IN BLack Masks 


Why didn’t you pick up the phone sooner? 
I refuse to be kept waiting! Get your tail 


in gear RROD: There were a ton 


of robberies in the city last night!” he 
STREZTHED. 

“I know, Grandfather. Last night two 
cheesebrains in black magkg broke into 
my house, too. But I chased them away with 
a slipper! Oh, and then I fainted. But still, I 
was a real HERO” | squeaked. 

Grandfather snorted. 

“A Slipper? Sure, those slippers can 
be very scary. Now listen, HERO. get your 
fuzzy head out of your fairy-tale book and 
get moving. We need to get the scoop on 
those robberies for the paper. I sent your 
sister, Thea, over to you with precise 
instructions. You need to figure out who’s 
behind all these robberies. After you do 
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Two CHEESEBRAINS RW IN BLack Masks 


that, write an QC€ article and have it on my 
desk by tomorrow morning! Got it? NOW 
MOVE ITE! he shricked. 

I tried to interrupt, but Grandfather wasn’t 
listening. 

“Cheese niblets! ” he continued. 
“If it weren’t for me, The Rodent’s Gazette 
would be a complete mess! That’s right, I’ll 
tell you who the hero is! It’s Me! Me! 
me! Me!” 


The next thing I heard was the dial tone. 


Arey, 





ma 


CRUNCH! 


I stared at the phone, feeling like my 
grandfather had burst my bubble. Oh, why 
could I never IMPRESS Grandfather 
William? I made up my mind that this time I 
was going to show him what kind of a mouse 
I really was! I’d write an article that was 
imcred ible, worthy of a prestigious 
editorial award — the BeS& tHinG 
ever written! Well, okay, maybe not the best 
thing ever written, but you get the idea. It 
would be great! 

While I waited for my sister to arrive, I 
showered, dressed, and began to make 
myself breakfast. 

I opened the cabinet and took out a box 
of frosted Cheesy flakes and some 
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CruNcu! Se 





blue-cheese yogurt. Yum! Then 
I decided to treat myself to 
one of the delicious Cream 
cheese breakfast cookies I 
buy for special occasions. 





As my mouth watered, I stuck 
my paw in the jar and pulled out a cookie. 
Then I took a bite and — @FUNERE — | 
nearly broke my tooth! So much for sot 
cheese! Hidden in the middle of the cookie 
was a §TRANGE metallic capsule, which 
held a §TRANGE note inside. 

The 10 €e@ was signed by my secret 
agent friend 
OOR, 
but it was 
addressed to 





somebody 


OOK 
NAME: Kornelius_von Kickpaw 
CODE NAME: 00K 
PROFESSION: Secret agent for 
the government of Mouse Island 
WHO HE IS: Geronimo's friend 
from elementary school 
HOW HE BECAME A SECRET 
AGENT: No one actually knows 
how Kornelius became & secret 
agent. To the rest of Mouse 
Island, he is simply 2 wealthy 
mouse who loves art and racing cars. 
In reality, he works undercover, leading 
dangerous missions throughout the world! 
ACCESSORIES: He always wears a super- 
accessorized tuxedo and sunglasses — 
even at night! 
INTERESTING FACT: He always finds 
bizarre and mysterious ways to 
communicate because he doesn't want his 
messages to get intercepted. 


















PROFESSION: Publisher of The At 
Rodent's Gazette and part- = 
time secret agent 


HOW HE BECAME A SECRET 



















AGENT: When the Mouse Island 
Secret Service Organization 
(M.LS.S.0.) found out someone was 
Planning to steal the Super Mouse Cup golf 
trophy, they used Geronimo to help catch 
the thief. Geronimo did Such_a great job 
cracking the case, he was made a secret 
agent. 

INTERESTING FACT: He is a complete 
Scaredy-mouse, and often faints when he's 
in danger. He's afraid of the dark, fast 
cars, and those paw dryers in public 
bathrooms (they're so loud!), 








Cruncu! Se 





My friend must have made a mistake. 

PERPLEXED, I muttered to myself, “Who’s 
OOG? | don't know anyone named 00G.” 

Then all of a sudden it HIT me./ WdaS' 
OOG! 4 while ago, I had been involved in 
an adventure with OOK where I was made a 
secret agent.* JOG was my code Name. 
How could I have forgotten that? 

Immediately, I began to panic. What kind 
of mission did Kornelius have in mind this 
time? Was it DANGEROUS? would 
I make it out ALF VE? 

Suddenly, my sister, Thea, awu°st into 
my kitchen. (Oh, why did I give her my house 
keys?) Quickly, I shoved the note in my 
mouth and began chewing. It really was made 
of sugar! But it was SEICKY and hard to eat. 

“Mmf ...ssmmmr... soorr.. .” | 
mumbled. 


* Do you remember? It happened in my adventure The 
Giant Diamond Robbery. 


CruNcH! Se 





“Gerry, are you okay? You’re acting 
WETLRD,” Thea said. 

I swallowed. “S-s-sorry ... the sugar... 
I mean, the note... I mean, the secret. . .” 
I babbled. 

Thea looked at me strangely. “Okay, 
listen, Gerrykins, I don’t have time for any 
of your QUIRKS today!” she squeaked. 
“Last night there were oodles of robberies 
in New Mouse City. And they were all done 
by the same two CHEESEBRATNSG TWN 
BLACK MASKS. ...” 











CruNcH! Se 





She stuck a photo under my snout. | 
squeaked. 

“T recognize them! They tried to rob my 
house, too! But I chased them away with my 
slipper” 

“Your Slipper? Strange,” remarked 
Thea. “But good for you, Gerry Berry. I 
always thought you were a total scaredy- 
mouse. That’s something a real HERO 
would do. TOO BAD, though. . .” Her 
voice trailed off. 

“470 [JAD what?” I squeaked. 

Thea didn’t answer. She was nibbling one 
of my cream cheese breakfast cookies. 

I started to feel worried as Thea chewed 
and chewed and chewed. 

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. “FOG 
(JAD what?!?” I screeched. 

Thea swallowed and patted her mouth 
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CruNcH! Se 





with a napkin. Finally, she said, “QO 

[)Z\L) those two crooks will probably come 

back to your place to finish off the job. If 

I were you, Gerrykins, I'd sleep with one 
open tonight!” 

Instantly, I felt sick. “Moldy mozzarella! 
Now | probably won't be able to SBEBR 
at all tonight!” I squeaked. 

“Good idea,” Thea agreed. “Now you’d 
better get to work. Grandfather wants you 
to write a Ratitzer Prize-winning 
article for the paper. I’ve already got the 
headline: Hero Geronimo Stilton Chases 
Away Cheesebrains!” 

After Thea left, I sat down at my computer. 
But I couldn’t concentrate. I kept thinking of 
those two thugs in black masks. Would 
they come back tonight? Would they be 
mad? Would I LIVE to tell the tale? 
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CruNcH! Se 





Before I knew it, I was shaking. Some 
hero I was! 

Absentmindedly, I stared out the window. 
That’s when I noticed something odd: 


Overnight, ENORMOUSE billboards 


had sprung up everywhere. There was even 


one right in front of my window. 





CruNcH! See 





Who would need an antitheft device? | 
thought. Then I HIT my forehead. I did! I 
dialed the number for SAFE SQUEAK. 

I was greeted by a Pecorded message. 

“We are out of the office installing SAFE 
SQUEAK antitheft devices. Please leave a 
message. Your call will be returned faster 
than you can say agueak ‘i 

I left a message: 

“My name is Seronimo Shilton. Vm 
interested in having an antitheft device 
installed. Please call me back as soon as 
possible... .” 








WHAT SERVICE! 


I hadn’t even finished squeaking when there 
was a knock at my door. I opened it and 
saw a TALL, slender rodent with lo ng 
blond fur, a dark suit, and 
black sunglasses. 

I noticed a SAFE SQUEAK pin 
on her jacket, and below it, in small print, 
the name Suzy Slyrat. 


"ae 








‘ER 
[| 


Ne 








WHAT sii, SERVICE! 


I was stunned! What service! Safe Squeak 
really was #47! 

I welcomed Suzy Slyrat and showed her 
into the living room. She gave me the most 
mesmePrIZiNng smile, then showed 
me a comprehensive catalog with the most 
sophisticated antitheft devices I’d ever seen. 

“You were so SMART to call us, Mr. 
Stilton,” she said in a soothing voice, 
patting my paw. “But of course, I can 
already tell you are a SUPERSMART 
mouse. Tonight you'll sleep like a log. 
We’ll keep everything under control with 
our SUP@A-SATCLLITE antitheft 
devices. No thieves will get into your house 
again. And . . . because you’re our one- 
thousandth customer, you will receive three 
pieces of equipment for the price of two!” 

In less than ten minutes, Miss Slyrat 
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WHAT sti, SERVICE! 


ne! 

E convinced me to buy everything 

in the catalog — for a FUR- 

RAISING amount of money! 
Half-dazed, I repeated 
over and over again, “Of 






course, Miss Slyrat. Thank 
you, Miss Slyrat. Do what you 

think is best, Miss Slyrat. . . .” 

For some reason I just couldn’t say no to 
such a CHIZLIRMIENG mouse. 

“You'll sleep like a mouseling 
tonight, Mr. Stilton, just you wrad€ and 
see!” she insisted as I handed over my 
ENORMOUSE check. 

When I finished signing the contract, she 
grabbed the paper and quickly put it away. 
She made a phone call, and in less than two 


minutes, a team of SAFE SQUEAK workers 


took over my house. 
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WHat sii, SERVICE! 


This is what they installed: 7§ infrared 
S@ASORS (on the windows and doors, as 
well as on the cabinets and refrigerator 
doors!), 93 detectors that would 
sense the presence of any living thing in 
the building, 38 CAMERAS aa 
least 3 in every room!), 7) S@CURITY 
DOOR, 13 ELECTRIFLED supER- 
REINFORCED SHUTTERS, and? huge 
eardrpum-Splitting alarms (linked 
to everything). 

Any mouse who wanted to get into my 
house now had to undergo: 

e Digital pawprint recognition 

e Examination of fur (color and softness 
incorporated with antiflea treatment) 

e Measurement of tail length 

e Complete examination of whiskers 

e Squeak recognition 
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ANTITHEFT DEVICES 


INSTALLED IN MY HOUSE 








- 
_ 
= 


} 1) Track every 
! movement! 












2) Also zap bugs 
on contact! 


) 3) Record 
1 everything that 
) happens... 
i. everywhere! 








{ 4) Senses every 


vibration! 













5) Quiet, reliable, 
and absolutely 
shatterproof! 
eo == ee pny 


5) So loud it can 


I 


be heard even by 6) 
ears stuffed with @' ; i 
cheese! , 





WHAT sii, SERVICE! 


The entire system was connected via 
satellite to SAFE SQUEAK headquarters, 
where a system expert manned the system 
24-7. 

When they left, night had fallen. I quickly 
wrote my article for The Rodent’s Gazette 
and emailed it in. I advised all of New 
Mouse City’s residents to install some sort 
of ANTiITHEFT DEVICE to keep 
thieves away. Then, completely exhausted, I 
ate a COLD cheese sandwich and headed off 
to bed. 


’ 
VM Soo 
° 





RaANciID Rat Hairs, 
THAT Mouse Was Me! 


I fell asleep instantly. With my new security 
system I felt supersafe. Nothing would 
disturb me. 

Boy, was |WPOMmg! At 11:00 p.m., one 
of the earsplitting alarms went off: 


i 
090°EE EO” OEE EE: 
Terrified, I crept out to my 


living room. Were the thieves 
back? 





Hannibal. His hiccups had 
triggered the alarm! 


CHEESE NIBLETS, THAT ALARM 
WAS SENSITIVE! 
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Tuat Mouse ~ Was Me! 
S _. 








At midnight, the high-voltage titanium 
super-reinforced shutters began going UP 
and DOWWN, making a fur-raising sound. 
Terrified, | wondered who was there. Then I 
realized that a pigeon had flown by the 
window and triggered the alarm. 

CHEESE NIBLETS, THAT ALARM 
WAS SENSITIVE! 


I stomped back to bed, but just as my head 





hit the pillow, the shutters began going UP 
and DOWN again, this 


time because a_ bus 





drove past. 

When I tried to 
stop the shutters, 
they SLAMMED 
down on my tail! 

I got up at dawn, 
totally EXHAUSTED. 
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Tuat Mouse Was Me! 
__Te Meus, 





I shuffled down the hall as 
the hum of the CAMEIRAS 


followed my every move. 
Hummmmmmmmm! 
Without paying th LEAST 
attention to the video cameras, 
I scratched my tummy, 
STRETCHED, made a 
hippepetamus-sized yawn, and 
then (yes, I admit it) PICKED 
MY WESE. After a second, 
I remembered my manners and 
stopped. Even though I was all 
alone, I turned RED. Whoops! 
I was glad no one could see me. 
A few minutes later, I turned 
on the television to catch the 
morning news. The TV 


commentator announced, “And 
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Tuat Mouse ~ Was Me! 
__Tuat Mouse ~Qp@~ 





now an exclusive on the life of WILD APES:” 

A mouse popped up on the screen, in 
pajamas, scratching his tummy, 
STRETCHING, Yawning, and 
PICKING his nose. 

Rancid rat hairs, that mouse was me! 

1 GASPED in horror, staggered in shock, 
and flushed with embarrassment. They 
had aired my every action recorded by the 


antitheft cameras! I grabbed the phone to 





Tuat Mouse Was Me! 
___Tuat Mouse ~e@— 





complain to the mice at SAFE SQUEAK, but 
after ten rings, their answering machine 
kicked on. 

“Our office is closed. Please leave a 
message or call back when we’re open.” 


peee eeeeececeeeeeeeP! 


I was so angry, steam poured out of my 
ears. 
While I waited for the office to open, I 
decided to cheer myself up by making 
g@* a yummy breakfast. 





I looked at the TV screen again 
as the TV reporter sputtered, “We 
apologize for the technical 
difficulties. ... We now 
return you to our regularly 
scheduled program on wild apes!” 

But instead of monkeys, the 
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; “ 
THAT Mous ~ a@— Was Me! 





showed Belinda 
Fuzzypaws, the mayor's wife, 
with PO]LEYS in her 
fur! She was followed by 
Samantha Tattletail, the gossip 
reporter, in a bathrobe with 
cutumber slices on 
her eyes! 

Finally, Sally Ratmousen, 
the publisher of The Daily 
Rat (and my rival), was shown 
exercising in a ridiculous 
PINK tutu! 

I have to admit that I 
cracked up when I saw 
Sally in her tutu. But then I 
remembered the shots of me 
picking my nose, and stopped 





laughing. Just like the video 


Dal 





Tuat Mouse ~~ Was Me! 
___Tuat Mouse ~ pe@- 


of me, I bet that footage was from Sally’s 
new SAFE SQUEAK antitheft camera. But 
why was it on TV? I thought as I put cereal 
in a bowl, then poured in lots of milk. I love 
soggy cereal! 

As I was pouring, a little 
paper boat emerged from 
the carton. How did it get 
there? And more important, 
who put it there? 

I picked it up and noticed a little note 
rolled wp inside it. It was another 
message from OOK! 










00G, open the door and get out 
immediately! Hey, what are you 
waiting for? I said now! 








Sincerely, 00K 
P.S.: Destroy this message after 
you read it. But don’t eat it! It’s 
made of paper! 
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Tuat Mouse ~+ Was Me! 
S . 








My heart began to race. \WLIY? did I have 
to get out of my house? Was it going to 
(}1,GW up? Was someone watching me? 

I decided I wasn’t taking any chances. I 
TORE up the note. Then I ran outside. 
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a ae 
M.LS.S.O. 


Parked in front of my house was a super- 
long, DAIRK limousine. It had DAIRK-tinted 
windows and was driven by a driver dressed 
in a DAIRK uniform. 

Just then the door sprang open and a 
mechanical arm GRABBED me by my pajamas, 
lifted me up, and pulled me into the car. 


Terrified, I squeaked, “Heeeeeeeelp! 








M.LS.S.0. gage 


Let me out! ] Can’t Co — 

But before I knew it, the door had closed 
behind me with a loud ! 

I knocked on the glass panel that separated 
me from the driver. 

“Please stop! I told you, J 

” » 


The driver answered with an EERIE 
robotic voice. 


"GOR-RY, MUS-TER STIL-TON, THE ROUTE 




















M.LS.S.O. ge 





HAS BEEN SET. IT IS NOT 
POSS-I-BLE 70 M0-B1-FY IT.” 

A wave of MAMIE spread 
through me. Why wouldn’t this 





crazy driver open the door? 
What if someone saw me in my pj’s? How 
embarrassing: I’d never live it down! 
“Please!” I squeaked again. “I’m in my 
pajamas!” 

The driver paid no attention. “SUR-RY 
fUS-TER STIL-TON, THE ROUTE HAS BEEN 
SET. IT 15 N@T P@SS--BLE TO MG-DI-FY IT,” 
he repeated. 

Then he turned his head toward me. I let 
out a loud squeak! He had turned his head 
180 degrees! 

It was then that I realized something truly 


TERRIFYING. The driver wasn’t a real 


mouse at all. He was a Robot: 
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I gulped. Oh, how did I end up 
in these FUP-P@ISING situations? 


“Let me out!” I insisted. 





But nothing happened. Instead 
my driver said, “SOR-RY fUS-TER STILTON, 
THE ROUTE HAS BEEN SET. SECRET filS-SIGN 
IS A-BOUT 70 COM-FENCE IN FIVE SECONDS... 
FOUR... THREE... TWO... ONE...” 

CLICKY 

Just then words flashed on a screen in 
front of my seat. 
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URGENT MESSAGE FOR 00G FROM 00K 
Stop screaming! 


You’re on a secret mission! 












Get control of yourself. Put on the 
clothes that are under the seat. (See, now 
you don’t have to be embarrassed about 
those silly pj’s!) 


Our secret automated transportation 
system will take you directly to 
M.1.S.S.0. headquarters. 


M.1.S.S.0., as in Mouse Island Secret 
Service Organization, but also as in 
Move It, Scaredy-Snout, Or else! 


I did as I was told. 


In just a few minutes, I was out of my 
cheese-slice pj’s and dressed in a 
trench coat and bow tie. I must say, I was 
feeling pretty Coo]. 


I mean, I know that they say, “Clothes don’t 
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Binoculars/plasses: 
double as night 
vision goggles 







Bow tie: when 
loosened, 
becomes a rope 











Wristwatch: with 
movie 
Projector 











Belt: doubles 
as a harness 
for a quick 









Video 
phone: with 
X-ray viewer 


Shoe soles: soundproof 
and antigravity 








Anticat signal 
that detects feline 
whereabouts 





Case of very 
Pesky micro-fleas 







Chamomile- 
concentrate 
sleeping powder 







Pocket inflatable 
boat 










Ring with CJ 
Fountain pen with sneezing powder C) 


microphone 










M.LS.S.0. gg 


make the mouse,” but as soon as I put on 


my SEERET GGENT clothes, | felt better: 


| 
STRONGER xh SMARTER! 
¥* TALLER! ah 
JIND MvcH, MucH, 
MvuvuvucH More 
COURAGEOUS! yeu 
\ 2° 


I checked my appearance 





in the rearview mirror. 
“Not bad,” I said to 
myself as I adjusted my 
bow tie. 
I was practicing a sly 
WINK and feeling confident when the 
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limo screeched toa stop. 1 was catapulted 
toward the front. gon it! 

: ae wi? 

“Hey, watch it!” I cried. 

Unfazed, the driver 
answered, “SOR-RY MS5-TER 
STILTON, THE ROUTE HAS | 
BEEN SET. IT 1S NOT PGSS-I- 
BLE 70 f0-G1-FY IT. END OF 
RIDE. GOGO-BYE!” 

Without warning, the seat belt UNBUCKLED 
and the mechanical arm 





grabbed me by the jacket 
and threw me in a bin 

filled with stinky 

garbage. The bottom of 
the garbage bin opened 
and I fell down, 
down, down.... 
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A SEcRET IS A 
SECRET. ... 


1 Slid downa strange transparent plastic 
tube for what seemed like forever, until I 
landed on my tail on a very HARD marble 
floor. BANG! 

Youch! That hurt! 


Judging from the stench of fish and from 











A Secret Is Spr sce: See 


the bin full of smelly bones, I figured 
I was somewhere under New Mouse City’s 
port. I can’t tell you more than that — 
otherwise, what kind of SECRET JGENT 
would I be? A secret is a secret... . 

I started wiping stinky garbage off 
my coat and picking it out of my fur when 
I noticed the room was full of rodents all 
dressed like me. That’s right, they were all 
SECRET AGENTS! 

I was in M.I.S.S.O.’s secret headquarters! 

One of the rodents hd HUGE 
square shoulders, STRONG muscular 
arms, and, of course, was wearing his 
DNR sunglasses. I recognized him 
immediately. It was my friend Kornelius 
von Kickpaw. Otherwise known as OOK! 

Kornelius shot me a small smile. Or was 
it a smirk? 
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A Secret Is Qype: See 


I shook his paw. 

“It’s great to see you, Korneli...ahem... 
I mean, OOK!” I stammered. Then I noticed 
the mouse standing next to him and my 
fur turned beet €@@. It was his charming 
sister, OOV. 

Before I could say hello, OOK shook my 
paw, almost CRUSHING it. 
“Welcome, 00G. But enough with the small 
talk. Let’s get to work!” he said. 

Everyone sat around a CRYSTAL table 
facing a gigantic screen. At the head of the 
table sat M.I.S.S.0.’s CHIEF secret agent. 

“The situation is grave — very grave,” he 
said ina S@KLOUS tone. 

Everyone nodded. 

I started to nod, too, but then I realized I 
had NO IDEA what he was talking about. 
So I asked timidly, “Why, what happened?” 
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The whole room turned and looked 
at meas if I had two SHOU+S. The 
chief just laughed. “Very funny, 00G,” 
he said with a wink. “Of course you 
know I am talking about the wave of 
GHEFES in the city and the strange 
antitheft satellite devices that have 
been planted everywhere. Something 
terrible is TERRORIZING New 
Mouse City!” 

As soon as | heard those words, I 
started to shake with fright. 

“We have to do something right 
away!” I squeaked. 











A Secret Is Sop sce: ued 


Suddenly, the enormouse plasma screen in 
front of us turned on. A masked, MENACING, 
ugly figure appeared. 

“Rodents of New Mouse City, you’re in 
my power!” the figure declared in a deep, 
EVIL voice. “I can control all the 
alarm systems, all the information, and 
all the communication systems in New 
Mouse City from my secret satellite! And 
don’t bother trying to look for it. YOU'LL 


NEVER FIND IT! 














A Secret Is Qype: ee: 


I started to feel worried, but the figure 
wasn’t done talking. “You have ONE 
week to get me a mountain of solid GOLD 
coins. And that mountain better be as tall as 
askyscraper . . . or there’ll be TROUBLE!” 

Then he burst out in a chilling laugh. 
"MWAHAHA!” 

The screen faded to & ES as his 
laughter died. The chief announced, “Ladies 
and gentlemice, as FE@RLESS OOG 
said, we have to do something right away. 
Who wants to go with him?” 
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FEARLESS 
OOG 


1 PUFFED up my fur with pride. 
FEARLESS OOG. Nobody had ever 
called me that before! But then | remembered 
what the chief had said about me going 
somewhere. I had a feeling he wasn’t talking 
about a trip to THE SLICE RAT, my 
favorite pizza place. 

Just then OOK exclaimed, “I'll go with 
him!” 

An instant later, | Syme|[ed a sweet 
perfume. It was OOV’s! She sat next to me 
and declared, “Ill go, too!” 

I was about to ask where we were 
going when the chief agent rose and said, 
“Great! It’s all settled, then! You'll leave 
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FEARLESS & 








as soon as you’ve finished training. The 
LAUNCH is expected in exactly 
THIRTY-SIX HOURS. Good luck!” 

With that, he pressed a button, and before 
I knew what was happening, our chairs 
began to sink underneath the floor! 

We landed in a $T RANGE room filled 
with § J RANGE machines. A tall mouse 
greeted us. 








FEARLESS Rs 00G 


“l’m Professor Astrofur. 
and this is my assistant, 
MinifUYr. We'll be in 


charge of your training for 


the LAUNCH. Just 


” 


ym professor 
4 
pstrotur’ 


versio 


& 





step over here... . 
“W-w-what launch?” I 
squeaked, looking around 
WALTLDLY for an exit. 

OOK rolled his eyes. 

“Please, don’t embarrass me,” he said. 
“Remember, you’re a I7LLS.S.Z. agent 
now! (M.I.S.S.O. as in: Move h. Scaredy- 
Shout, Oo. else!)” 

I cringed. “IT prefer ILLS.S.G. as 
in: Maybe I Should Scamper Dai of 
here!” I wailed. 

Just then I realized the CHARMING 
OOV was staring at me. I tried to remember 
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FEARLESS By 00G 


the confident expression I had in front of 
the mirror the day before, when I felt like a 
REAL HERO. But I couldn’. 
Professor Astrofur smiled and said, “Of 
course, OOG, let me explain. I’m talking 


about your LAUNCH on the 
spaceship RATOLLO 16. All you have 
to do is find and disable the satellite that 
the EVIL masked rodent is using to control 
New Mouse City. And don’t worry — you 
have exactly thirty-five hours and fifty-five 
minutes before the launch. The countdown 
starts now!” 

I would have CRIED, 
but instead I passed out. 


es 
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a M.I.S.S.0. SECRET HEADQUARTERS }, 





a 


I’m A HOPELESS 
CASE! 


I quickly opened my eyes, because OOK was 
SLAPPING me silly while OOV fanned me 
with her SCENTED handkerchief. 

“You can do it, OOG!” OOV insisted. “Just 
think of all those poor rodents who are in 
DANGER: tts up to us to help them!” 

OOV was right! Even though my heart was 
pounding out of my fur, I had to pull 
myself together. 

I got up with my head ¢ spinning. 

Then I said, “Okay, I’m ready! What do I 
have to do?” 

The professor grabbed my sleeve and 
DRAGGED me away before I changed my 
mind. 











54 





I’m a HopELess i Case! 


“Okay, 0OG, come along!” he said. “You'll 
be starting a SYPER-concentrated program 
of SUPER training to become a SUPER 
astronaut!!” 

“B-but... what about them?” I stammered. 

“They’re already trained,” he explained. 

And that’s when the PROBLEMS began... . 

First, they gave me a medical exam. | 
was surrounded by a bunch of rodents in 
WHITE cwWRTS who examined me 
from the top of my ears to the tip of my 
tail. Afterward, they shook their heads and 
whispered in astonishment, 

“Wow ... he’s a MESS!” 

“Ugh . . . I wonder if he’ll MAKE it!” 

“Squeak ... whata disaster!” 

A doctor came bounding in the room, 
waving the results of my exam. 

“Gentlemice, the results are clear. Agent 
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I’m a HopELess i Case! 


00G isa GOMplete Mess. ... He's 
aHOPELESS CASE!” he declared. 

At that point, I tried to make a quick 
getaway. 

“Did you hear that?” I screeched. “I’m a 
HOPELESS CASE! I don’t have what it 
takes to be an 9DSTROAMSBEUT! So, adios, 
hasta la vista, see you later, and thanks to 
all!” 

But the professor grabbed me by the tail. 

“Where do you think you’re going?” he 





They wanted me to 
The doctors stared at me with swallow a pill that was 
horrified expressions. almost bigger than me! 








I’m a HopELess i Case! 


said. “The chief says we have to get you in 
shape and ship you into SPACE! 
And no one argues with the chief. Don’t 
worry, we'll fix you up!” 

And, boy, did they fie we up! They 
made me swallow a gigantic pill and a 
protein-rich shake. They even gave me 
a vitamin injection with a huge syringe. I 
screamed so loud, they must have heard 
me all the way up on Mars! 


Then the situation got even worse: I began 





The shake had a I ran as fast as I could, but they 
disgusting taste! still got me with the syringe! 


I’M a HopELess i Case! 





the SUPER-CONCENTRATED astronaut 


training. What an absolute and total disaster! 


Before I started, the professor explained, 


“In order to become an astronaut, you must: 


be in excellent physical shape 
(and as far as physiques go, you’re in 
bad shape!) 

have a degree in SLEIBNEE (no 
creative types needed in space!) 

have an excellent knowledge of 
foreign languages (and 
made-up languages don’t count!) 

not be afraid of anything (and I can 
bet my last cheesecake that you are 
afraid of everything!) 

have a great capacity to ADAQT 


Can you do all that?” 
“Adapt to what?” | asked. 
“Life in space, rookie!” the professor 
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I’m a HopELess i Case! 


Squeaked. “Oh, and I forgot — it 
usually takes GHPee YeaPS to train. But 
unfortunately you only have LE$$ THAN 
TWwe DAYS, SOs sa” 


*So?” 
“So ” 
“So, what?” 


“So, you’ve got a right to know — you 
might not make it back QLT Ve” 

I wanted to SCREAM. I’m too fond 
of my fur! But I got distracted when we met 
OOV in the hall and she exclaimed, “Gee afer, . 
you in space, 
o0G! You'rea ye” 
true hero!” 

Once again I 
tried to adopt the 
expression of a true 


HERO, but all I 


& oi 





I’m a HopELess Se; Case! 


could manage was a shaky smile. 
“Y-y-yes, ahem, s-s-see you th-th-there,” I 
stammered. But OOV was already gone. 
Oh why, oh why, do I always get tongue- 





tied around pretty mice? 
I stared into the distance until the professor 


pinched me. 

“Wake up! No TIME for daydreaming!” 
he squeaked. “You’ve got work to do! First 
you have 72 WOVRS of training in the 


pool in full gear with your 


Movinc IN SPACE space suit. That’s to TR Y 
Moving in space is very acted 
different from moving jg tO teach you how to move 


on Earth because of the in space (though you’re 
total absence of gravity. 


Before leaving Earth, pretty clumsy). Then you 


astronauts perform have 72 AODGRAS 


rigorous exercises in 
underwater tanks to of parabolic flight to 


simulate the feeling of 
weightlessness. TRY to get you used 


to the absence of gravity 
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I’m a HopELess i Case! 


(though you’re already pretty slow). Then # 


2¥OL => of simulated aerospace piloting 
to TRY to teach you to steer the spaceship 


1 


(though you’re so spastic). And that’s it 


“THATS IT?!” 1 screeched. “That 
schedule is IMIPOSSIBLE! What about 
a dinner break?” 

“No breaks!” the professor said. 

“How about lunch I asked. 

“Nope,” he insisted. 

“A snack, maybe, or a little NAQ?” I 
pleaded. 

“Not a chance!” he responded. “There’s 
no time to waste, rookie! Let’s face it, you 
need all the EP@iNING you can get if the 
chief wants me to somehow turn you into a 
SUP@AR ASTRONAUT in thirty- 


two hours!” 
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Here's my TWRTY-TWO 
HOURS OF POWER TRAINING! 


1. Poor Traine 


| had to wear a space 
suit and repair a 

fake spaceship while 
floating in a pool! Slimy 
Swiss cheese, | felt as 
awkward as a sewer rat 
on top of a skyscraper! 


2. Zero-Gravity TRAINING 
ON A PARABOLIC FLIGHT 


I took a crazy flight on a plane! It flew 
upward, then the pilot turned off the 

engine, the plane went into a free fall, 
and | began to float weightlessly. Then 
the pilot turned the engine back on 
and the plane flew up again to repeat 
the cycle. Eeek — | have a weak 
stomach! J 

















3. SimuratTine ExiGuT 


| had to simulate piloting 
a spaceship for eight 
solid hours! The training 
program felt like a very 
complicated video game 
where | had to control a 
spaceship. At one point, 
| was even hit by a fake 
shower of asteroids. 











wad 


BLASTOFF! 


Thirty-two hours later, the professor 
squeaked, “Okay, no more training. It’s 
SHOWTIME!” 

Completely panicked, I WHINED, 
“But I’m not ready! Can’t I train some 
more? Maybe for another . . . two or three 
HUNDRED years?” 

The professor Snore. 

“Nice try,” he said. “Now get moving! It’s 
three hours until takeoff!” 

Whiskers 8 h aking, I hurried to the 
subterranean launching pad to meet OOK 
and OOV. 

They were surrounded by all of the 


IM.1.S.S.Q. agents and the chief. 


“Agent 00G, we expect a lot from you. Go 
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BLastorr! Sy 


and return !” he bellowed. 
For the third time, I tried to remember 
what the expression of a real HERO 
looked like. But I couldn’t. 
Even so, I didn’t want to embarrass myself 
in front of the charming OOV, so I said, “] 


I boarded RATOLLO 16, took my seat, 


and buckled my seat belt. 





= 


QZ 


BLASTOFF! os WZ 





While the experts were 
finishing the last check 
before takeoff, I tried to 
remain calm. This is nothing, 
I told myself. It’s just like a 
ride at an amousement park. 
Too bad I hate amousement 
parks! 

After ONE HOUR, my 
head was pounding from 
the stress. 

After TWO HOURS, 
my stomach began flip- 
Floppi 1G like my cousin 
Springtail on a trampoline. 

After THREE HOURS, 
I was such a bundle of 
merves I couldn’t even 
remember my own name! 
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BLAsTorFrF! co 


Holey cheese! Those were the longest 
THREE HOURS of my life! 

Finally, from mission control, the chief 
ordered, “Crew, lock your helmets and put 
down your visors! Activate all systems. 
Ignition on. BLASPOPHY 

There was a great ROAR. The 
superspeed acceleration crushed us against 
the seats. 

“Let me QOOOOOTTTTTTTTE 
I squeaked. 

“Sorry, 0OG.” OOK smirked. “You’re 

in until the @ VEL of the mission. 

That is, if we’re still alive at the 
end.” 







OOV nodded. “Speaking 
of the BND. 00G, have 
you written down 
your last wishes?” 
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BLAsTorFrF! A 


she asked. “I mean, if you do croak, do you 
want a fancy funeral? How about a nice 
marble statue of you dressed up like 
an astronaut?” 

«Marble would be nice,” I said. “You 
know, I wouldn’t want anything cheap like 
plastic.” Then I though 


we oh 


discussing and felt qux 








a 

I gripped the arms of 
the seat. My head was 
spinning... 
SPARHAHG .. © 
auininting. eT 

I didn’t move a . of 
muscle for A THOUSAND Rp 
HOURS. Well, okay, maybe it wasn’t that 
long, but you get the idea. 

Then I heard OOK TAPPING my helmet. 

“Knock, knock . . . anybody there? I’ve 
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got good news! We’re in orbit!” he squeaked. 

I opened one eye and saw OOK and OOV 
FLOATING effortlessly in the cockpit! 

“Look, 00G! Isn’t this an AWESOME 
sight?!” OOV exclaimed. 

I unbuckled my seat belt and floated 
over to her. Even though I was still scared, 
when OOV held my paw I immediately felt 
better. Together we stared out the window 
at the most beau #iful sight I have ever 
seen... planet Earth: 

It’s hard to describe how I felt up in space. 
I felt so small compared to the immense 
universe. I also felt so lucky to have all of 
my family and friends who were way down 
in New Mouse City. 

Right then I made a promise to myself. 
I would try my best to not be a scaredy- 
mouse, and to MELP with this mission. 
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The solar system is made up of 
eight planets that revolve around 
the sun: Mercury, Venus, Earth, 
Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus, and 
Neptune. There are more than 140 
known moons, ranging in size, that 
orbit around many of these planets. 
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BLASTOoFF! So 





And that, of course, meant stopping the 
EVIL RODENT who was terrorizing the 
mice of New Mouse City! om 

I smiled at OOK and OOV. Even ia >> 
though they are supercaal i 
mice, I could tell they were also v 
impressed with our AMAZING bh ad 


oe 





= 


view of the solar system. 
“This calls for a toast!” declared OOK. 

“Let’s have a snack now, and in a few 

minutes we'll start daneing.” 

a I gulped. I wasn’t much of 





‘, a dancer. I hoped I wouldn’t 
1 embarrass myself in front of 
7 OOV. 

Meanwhile, OOK handed out 
hate of cheddar CRACKERS, condensed 
mozzarella milkShakeS, and freeze- 
dried CHEESECAKE. 
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BLAsTorrF! oS 





I was starving. But when I pulled the lid 
off the shake, it floated out of my paws and 


all over the place! 








~», »telaxe 


‘spectacular it left me squeakless! . 






ita YS 
“Web Be Dancine! a 







: rt T ahead my said down and gobble 

, “some fo -dried cheesecake, I began to, * 
aybe this space thing wasn’t Se) 

hard after all. I was getting a.) to 


‘ ” (Fi LOATHING. And the view was ee 


At that moment, I felt as if I could do 
"anything ai wondered when OOK wa 
. te 5 
g to ‘start the music. Maybe _ I w 
vas eee my dancing abilities. V 
‘knows? 0OV might even be impressed! 
I was. thinking I could . 





try out some cool moves 

: Base ‘ 

I'd seen once in a music 
video. But suddenly, 













hing a om our 

ceship! 
© My head hit the wall with aloud SMACK. 
~ Youch! 
After the first collision, there was anothe 









: _and another... . 
~ “Everyone to your station!” 00K hollered. 
“We're in the middle of a Wy 






aveling in space. They 
e orbits of Mars and Jupiter. 


* Asteroids are small oe 
are found primarily between # 


I Totp You We’p (94) Be Dancinc! 


Yikes! What a DANCE! We were bounced 
around the ship like Ping-Pong balls. 





As soon as we could reach our seats, 
we buckled our seat belts and tried to 
make contact with I7LLS.S.Z. secret 
headquarters. 

“RATOLLO 16 here. RATOLLO 16 
calling Earth. Do you read me? Over.” 

But the only thing we heard was “This is 
Earth... bzzzzzz bzzzz... bzzzzzz... 
DANGER. »« bzzzz,., Over... Bzzztl” 

We didn’t understand a thing. Well, 
anything except for the word danger! After 
that the signal went DEAD. 

I was so scared my teeth were chattering 
up a storm. And for the first time since I 
knew him, even 00K looked worr ied. 

“Communication has been |NT@¢RRUPTED,” 


he said. “The transmission went [3Z\D). 
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From now on, we won’t be able to receive 
instructions from the base... .” 

I chewed my whiskers. “Wh-what do you 
mean?” | stammered. “Do you mean that 
we're ALONE? Ab-b-b-andoned in space?” 

OOK avoided my eyes. Then he said, 
“Well, we’re not exactly ALONE— we just 
won't be able to ask the base how to get to 
the EVIL rodent’s satellite. So we’ll have 
to work independently to find and 
deactivate it before that cheesebrain takes 
over all of New Mouse City!” 

I tried not to burst out SOBBING. 
What did OOK take me for? Even the slowest 
rodent on the block knew that working 
ALONE and working independently 
meant the exact same thing! 

I forced myself to breathe deeply and 


remain CALM. 





77 





I Totp You We’p 9:4) Be Dancinc! 


Suddenly, I had a thought. 

“Why can’t someone go out and try to 
repair the COMMUA ication system?” 
I asked. 

‘GREAT IDEA!” ooV exclaimed. 
“You could go out and repair it while OOK 
and I manually pilot the ship.” 

Immediately, my paws began SHAKING. 
When I said SCDOMITEDRIE could repair 
the system, I hadn’t been squeaking about 
Yours Truly! 





But what could I do? The entire fate of 
New Mouse City was in my PAWS: 

Before I could talk myself out of it, I put 
on my space suit, grabbed some tools, and 
Floated off into deep space to fix 
the damaged antenna. Only a safety cable 
kept me tied to the ship. From inside, OOK 
gave me directions. . .. 
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I Totp You We’p GP Be Dancinc! 


“A litle HIGHER . . . more to the 
RIGHT... a little to the LEFT. . . that’s 
it, you got it! Just remember to move slowly. 
And whatever you do, don’t unpnook 
the cable from the ship. If you do, you'll be 
lost in spaceé forever!” 

Lost in space? (tried not to 
think about it. 

Instead I concentrated on the ANTENNA. 
I could already see that the mechanical arm 
that directed it was dented. It didn’t seem 
too hard to fix. ’'d just hit it with a hammer 
and be on my way. 

But just then I ran out of cable. | would 
have to UMMAOOK myself to reach the 
antenna. Very carefully, I detached the 
cable from the ship and tied it to the base 
of the antenna. Then I MIT it with the 
hammer . . . and before I knew what was 
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I Totp You We’p GP Be Dancinc! 


happening, I lost my grip and pluaged 
into space: 

In the window of RATOLLO 16, | 
could see my friends’ horrified faces 
watching me. 

Why aren't they coming after me? | 
thought. 

Then I remembered OOK and OOV were 
trying to operate the SPACCSHiIP 
without the computer’s help. Maybe they 
weren’t able to turn it around. 

Plus, my friends couldn’t ask Earth for 
help. Oh, what a disaster! I wondered if my 
HAMMERING had even been enough to 
fix the damaged antenna. 

Probably not. Now we were all doomed: 

Within two minutes, I was sobbing away 
like a newborn mouselet. I cried until my 
astronaut’s helmet filled with tears. It looked 
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I Totp You WE’p GP Be Dancinc! 


like my little fish Hannibal’s crystal bowl! 

Just then I felt myself being pulled by a 
STRANGE force toward an asteroid the 
color of GNEESE. How weird! 
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WAIT A MINUTE! 


I got closer and closer to the asteroid until 
my tail HET something hard. SMACK! 
Somehow the strange force had sucked 
me right onto the surface of the asteroid! 
How could such a small asteroid have 


such a f TRONG force of gravity? At 


the time, I didn’t pay 


THe Force or Gravity Much attention to it. I 
The force of gravity — 


that is, the force of was just very happy 
attraction — of every to feel a hard surface 
object depends directly 5 

Brits rass—— the under my paws instead 


amount of matter it’s of DRIFTING away 


made of. So it’s quite . . 
unusual for an asteroid, in space aimlessly! 





which is much smaller , 

than a planet, to have In fact, I was so happy, 
enough gravity to pull I bent to kiss the surface 
Geronimo with such 


force. There might be of that S#range 


something fishy here! 


WAIT A rx y MINuTE! 





"Oo! 


asteroid. As I did so, I made a WiS), to 
remain alive. Maybe a passing SATELLITE 
would spot me and an expedition would 
be launched to bring me home! You never 
know. 

But then I noticed something 
Right near me on the surface of the asteroid 


wasarowof DO1ts: 


Wait a minute! This wasn’t a asteroid. 


It was completely GI TUFIEOWL: 








WAIT A es Minute! 


I began to get excited. Maybe this thing was 
actually a spaceship DISGUISED as an 
asteroid. Maybe there was FOOD on board 
(I was starving!), and a communication 
system so I could send out an SOS. 

Maybe, just maybe, I’d be Saved! 

Cautiously, I started to EXPLORE the fake 
asteroid. After a few steps, I fell snout-first 
into a hole and zipped downa dark tunnel. 


I | SOE down a 


short ramp, ending up 







in what looked like a 
. warehouse filled with 
boxes and strange 
machinery. 
“Youch!” 
I was massaging 
my bruised tail when 
a SLIDING door 
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WAIT A es Minute! 


opened before me and a robot grabbed me 
with its mechanical arm. It dragged me 
away, croaking, “IN-TRU-GER CAUGHT AND 
I-PRIS-ONED!” 

It threw me inside a round room where 
two rodents were working in front of an 
ENORMOUSE screen. 

“Thank you, R-51. You can go now,” said 
a rodent. Then he turned toward me. 

“Well, lookie who the cat dragged in 
thanks toour SUPER GRAVITATIONAL 
SIMULATOR!” he sneered. 


When he turned toward me, I 





recognized him immediately. It 








WAIT A es Minute! 


was the same rodent who had appeared on 
the screen at ILLS.S.G. headquarters, 
demanding a pile of GOLD and threatening 
to take over the city! Next to him sat Suzy 
Slyrat, the mouse who had sold me the SAFE 
SQUEAK device. 

“So you are the two cheesebrains who 
broke into my home!” I shrieked. “How 
DARE you!” 

“The name’s Dr. Wicked Whiskers. 
But everyone just calls me Dr. Wicked,” the 
mouse announced. “And you can scream all 
you want, but it won’t help. My GemRiUS 
plan is almost done. First I terrorized 
New Mouse City’s rodents with a series of 
robberies, then I sold them satellite antitheft 
devices from SAFE SQUEAK. Once I did 


that, I gained control of all the computers in 


New Mouse City. In exactly TWENTY-TWO 
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WAIT A es Minute! 


hours and FIFTEEN minutes, I'll land in 
New Mouse City and pick up the mountain 
of GOLD that your foolish friends put 
together for me. But that’s not all. LOOK!” 
With a smirk he went to a keyboard and 
typed a series of numbers and letters. A 


second later, words appeared on the screen: 





“As soon as I have escaped with my 
mountain of GOLD, the MegaVortex 
will clean out all New Mouse City’s bank 
accounts and destroy all communication 
and information systems. That way, I’ll have 
a clean getaway. Oh, I almost forgot. In 
twenty-four hours and thirty minutes, you 


will be PULVERIZED, and I'll be rich, 


very rich!” 
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gi 
WAIT A Minute! 
AT eo 


Suzy Slyrat grinned. “Daddy, you’re a 
genius!” she squeaked, kissing him on 
the snout. 

“Thanks!” Dr. Wieked chuckled as he 
tied my legs so I couldn’t run. Just then a 
robotic voice rang out in the room, 

“AU-TG SAT-EL-LITE DE-STRUCTICN IN 
TWEN-TS-FOUR HOURS, E-LEV-EN fuN-UTES, 
THIR-TY SECONDS!” 











The robotic voice continued to ring out at 
regular intervals, making me SQUIRM 
each time. Oh, how did I get myself into 
such a mess? I had to do something, and 
fast! 

Suddenly, I had a fabumouse idea. I began 
POUNDING against the metal walls. 

BANG BANG BANG 

BANG...BANG...BANGC... 

BANG BANG BANG 

Three short sounds, then three long, then 
three short. It was the SOS message in 
Morse code,* a distress signal for help. 

I continued sending my message for hours 
and hours. Finally, exhausted, I SAOR to 
the ground and fell asleep. 

* Morse code is a system of communicating textual information 


with an alphabet of dots, dashes, and spaces. It is transmitted 
with a series of on-off tones or lights. 


SOS 


No one could hear me. 

I was all alone. 

Alone in deep space. 

I tossed and turned and had terrible 
NOCH GMA RIBR. | even dreamed that 
a Martian was tapping my forehead with its 
sl (ey tentacles... . 

TAP, TAP! TAP, TAP! 

The 6APPING continued on my forehead 


until | woke up with a start. Was this it? Was 
this the end? Was I about to be eaten by a 





SOS 


ferocious Martian? But when I opened 
my eyes, instead of a Martian, I saw OOK 
and OOV. Was I still dreaming? 

I PINCHED myself to make sure. 
“Youch!” I wailed. That hurt! 

I could hardly believe it. | wasn’t dreaming! 
I wasn’t going to be MQ@RtiIaN Meat 
after all. My IEMIDG had come to save 
me! 

I jumped up. OOK cut the ROPE tying me. 
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SOS 


“How did you find me?” I squeaked. 

“Tt was all thanks to you, Geronimo. You 
Pepaired the antenna! The base was 
able to communicate the position of that 
cheesebrain’s SATELLITE, and we came 
immediately. We thought you were a goner!” 
OOK explained, looking away. 

I could tell he was Choked up. Even 
though OOK is a HOUGH mouse, he’s a 
real softy at heart. 

OOV went on with the story, grinning from 
ear to ear. 

“As we were exploring the satellite, we 
heard someone TAPPING) at regular 
intervals. We knew it had to be an SOS! 
Then we just followed the Signal and... 
here we are!” 

I was so happy I almost forgot we were 
still in danger. Just then a robotic voice 
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SOS 


announced, “AU-TO SAT-EL-LITE DE-STRUC 
TIGN IN FOUR HOURS AND ZE-RO MN-UTES, 
ZE-RO SECONDS!” 

Sadly, I explained the situation. 

“We’re doomed.” I sighed. 

But OOK CLAPPED me on the back. 
“Don’t be so pessimistic, Agent 00G,” he 
said with a teasing smile. “After all, we 
are from /77..S.8.@. (as in Mouse, / 
Swear, Suck it up oO. else!).” 

My friend was right. No use getting 
discouraged. 

“Well, what are we waiting for?” I said, 
returning 00k’s Smiley. “Let’s go!” 

OOV sprang into action. “Leave the 
MEGAVORTEX to me. I'll take care of 
deactivating the program. I don’t mean to 
BRAG, but I’m the best programmer in all 
of M.I.S.S.O.” 
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SOS 


Then she sat down at the computer and 
started tapping away. 

Meanwhile, OOK and I went to find and 
deactivate the aubo-destruction device. 
But we couldn’t locate it. 

Rat-munching rattlesnakes! What a 


PICKLE we were in! 

Just thinking about PICKLES made 
my stomach growl. I was starving. I’d give 
my left paw for a nice bowl of MaC AND 
cueese! | thought. Well, okay, maybe I 
wouldn’t really give away my paw. But you 
get the idea. 

There was no time to think about food, 
though. We only had ONE HOUR tett: 

We went back inside, hoping OOV had had 
better LUCK, but she looked upset. 

“It’s almost done, but there’s a BLOCK. I 
need the PASSWERD. .. but I don’t 
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SOS 





1” 


know what it is!” she cried. 
Just then I took a step forward and 
accidentally TRIPPED 


e over my own feet. I 





lost my balance and 
thrashed my paws 
around like a windmill 
before falling onto a 
swivel chair. 

It felt like I’d just been shot out of a 
CANNON as 1 catapulted on the chair across 
the room! I rolled forward and landed 
snout-down on the keyboard in front of 
OOV. She jumped 
up with a squeak. 
“Aaahh!” 

“Oops: « 2” I 
whispered. 


pats 


The computer 





SOS 





buzzed, Bzzzi 
Bzzz! Bzzzi 

Flashing words 
appeared across 
the screen: 








I couldn’t believe my eyes. Somehow, when 
my snout SmCked into the keyboard, I 
had pressed the right keys for the password! 


OY) 


SEZ 


Ke 
Ls ~ 7s 
Ce axe 
2 7 Gi 








The negavortex program was 
deactivated. Dr. Wicked’s plan had failed! 
New Mouse City was Safe! 

We were just starting to celebrate when a 
robotic voice rang out in the room. 

“AU-TO SAT-EL-LITE QE-STRUCTION IN 
ZE-RG HOURS, FIF-TEEN fIN-UTES, ZE-RO 
SECONDS!” 

OOK pushed us toward the door. 





SOS 


“The auto-destruction program was not 
DEACTIVATED! We necd to get out of 
here right away!” he instructed. “Everyone 


to the spaceship! WOW?” 
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2s 


JUST IN TIME! 


We rushed out of the computer room toward 
RATOLLO 16. Fortunately, the fake 
ASTerRoid was small and we didn’t have 
to go too far. 

Inside the SPACESHIP we quickly 
turned on the ignition and left. 

In a few minutes, we were far away from 
the CHEE$E-colored satellite. 

MULE Y MEE SE! We left just in time! 

We watched the tremendous EXPLOSION 
in horror. The satellite blew up into a million 
ting pieces, like Parmesan flakes in the 
sky. 

It was then that I realized that those tiny 
pieces could have been us. 

I was so relieved I let out a HUGE sigh 
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Just IN FR 10 
S——EeEE »: 


and then... I fainted. 

I came to soon after, and found myself 
belted to my seat. OOV was fanning me with 
her SG@ented hanky. 

“Wow, 00G! You are a real HERO!” she 
exclaimed. 

I was so embarrassed, my fur turned three 
shades of ¢@d. 

“Ahem, wellactually, ’mreallya scaredy- 
mouse,” I said. “And I just fainted. A real 
HERO isn’t afraid of anything.” 

“Not true,” OOK insisted, FLOATING 
up to us. “Everyone gets afraid, OOG. But 
when we are able to conquer our fears, 
we are true heroes. And thanks to your 
heroic efforts, we were able to SAVE New 
Mouse City!” 

Just then I noticed the SPHCEBSHIP'S 
TV screen. It was playing that night’s news. 
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Just IN SR to 
” — 


A video showed a 
close-up of Dr. Wieked 


d Suzy fleeing the | af “ 
om uzy fleeing the <<. 


city. 


a 1p 
“Breaking news! GA ie ior ne 


who have been burglarizing our fair city 
have left the island! Yes, folks, your G OLD 
is safe again!” the announcer reported. 





The two cheesebrains 


“Reliable sources tell us credit goes to 
M.LS.S.O.’s unknown HEROES. From 
all of us here at WRAT TWH, we'd like to 
extend our sincerest thanks!” 

Just then Professor Astrofur appeared 
on the screen. 

“Congrats, rookie!” He beamed. “I really 
didn’t think you could do it. I’ve never 
trained anyone who seemed like such a 
hoPeless case!” 
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JusT IN es, TIME! 





Then M.I.S.S.O.’s appeared. 
hank You. mice! Mission accomplished!” 
he squeaked. “We are of you, 
especially OOG. I never thought you’d make 
it out of this mission ! Now, I 
would like you to open up the secret door 
marked A.W. T.E.W.” 
Immediately, I began to PANIC. What did 
A.W.T.E.W. mean? I hoped it wasn’t 











Just IN FE 
3 


another $¢ary mission. I was so tired. I was 
dying to get home to my COZY mouse hole. 

“Ahem, excuse me, Chief — why do we 
have to open the door?” I asked. “Honestly, 
I was hoping to go home, relax, and get rid 
of all those noisy SAFE SQUEAK antitheft 
devices.” 

The chief grinned. “Don’t worry, 0OG. We 
had them removed. Now open the door!” he 
insisted. 

With trembling paws, I pushed the 
button above the marked door. I heard a 
CLICK ... then three mechanical arms 
shot out toward our suits, pinning on RED 
CHEDDAR Medals of Honor as speakers 
blared New Mouse City’s anthem. 

What does A. W.T.E.W. mean, you 
ask? I’ll tell you. It means “ALL’$ WELL 
THAT ENDG WELL!” 
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‘a ‘Infact, it couldn’t have ended better than :* -”- 
_ this..And that’s the truth, or my.name isn’t 


“ See. Siiltoni “ : 











#1 Lost Treasure of #2 The Curse of the 


#4 I’m Too Fond of #5 Four Mice Deep in 
the Emerald Eye Cheese Pyramid My Fur! 


the Jungle 






} Geronimo Stilton 







—— ve ! 
#8 Attack of the #9 A Fabumouse #10 All Because of a 
of Coffe 


#7 Red Pizzas for a 
Blue Vacation for Geronimo 


\Geronlmo Stilton | 


Co, 
YOU “RUDY, KiCUSEE) 





= 
#11 At'sHalloween, 


#12 Merry Christmas, #13 The Phantom of #14 The Temple of the 
the Subway 


You ‘Fraidy Mouse! Geronimo! 


Ruby of Fire 





& = 


#19 My Nome Is Stilton, #20 Surf's Up, 
Geronimo Stilton Geronimo! 





#18 Shipwreck on the 
Pirate Islands 


~ #17 Walch Your 
Whiskers, Stilton! 











THIS HOTEL Is 
AU NTED 2 


THE MYSTERY 
INJVENICE 


THE ENORMOUSE 
PEARL HEIST, 
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THE HUNT 
GOLDEN BOOK 


#56 Flight of the #57 The Stinky 
Red Bandit Book cheese Vacation 











THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 





THE AMAZING 


VOYAGE: 
THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


TURNTOTHE 
KINGDOMOrF FANTASY 








THE QUEST FOR 


PARADISE: 
THERETURN TO THE 
KINGDOM OF FANTASY 





AN OA 
THE DRAGON THE VOLCANO 
PROPHECY: OF FIRE: 


THE FIFTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE FOURTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 





iE oy Join me and my friends on 


S a journey through time in 
a Sy this very special edition! 
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THE JOURNEY 
THROUGH TIME 





Check out 
these very 
special editions 


featuring me 
and the Thea 
Sisters! 
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THE SECRET OF 


~THEJOURNEY 
TO ATLANTIS THE FAIRIES 


meet 
Se he STILTONIX: 





_ He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 


#2 You're Mine, Captain! 


He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s a 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village 

of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, 

his life in the Stone Age is full 

of adventure! . 


#1 The Stone of Fire #2 Watch Your Tail! #3 Help, I’m in Hot Lava! 


#4 The Fast and #5 The Great 
the Frozen Mouse Race 





s 
I, Seronimo Sulton, have a lot of mouse 4a Sie 
friends, but none as spooky as my friend € 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She isan 
enchanting and MYST@RIOUS mouse with a pet 
bat named Bitewing. I’m a real ’fraidy 
mouse, but even I think CREEPELLA and her 
family are /\\IPWLLLY fascinating. I can’t wait 
for you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
and spectacularly spooky tales! 
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#1 The Thirtect #2 Meet Mein #3 Ghost Pirate 
Ghos Horrorwood easure 


— (cease 9 


Stele ter meen) 
FRIGHT NIGHT 
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#4 Return of the #5 Fright Night #6 Ride for 
i Your Life 















| Born in New Mouse. City, “> 
Island, GERONIMO STILTON Is 


Rattus Emeritus of Mousomorphic— 
and of 
Philosophy. For the 


as been 


Ratonic 








most widely read daily newspaper. 
% Stilton was awarded the Ratitzer Prize for his 


scoops on The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid and e 


The th for Sunken Tease : 






Award for world’s best ratlings’ electronic book. His 
@ works have been published all over the globe. 
time, Mr. Stilton collects antique 







enjoys is telling stories to his nephew Benjamin. 
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1. Main entrance < 


2. Printing presses (where the books 
and newspaper are printed) 

3. Accounts department 

4. Editorial room (where the editors, 
illustrators, and designers work) 

5. Geronimo Stilton’s office 

6. Helicopter landing pad 














Map of New Mouse City 


C©COnNau 


10. 
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23. 


Industrial Zone 
Cheese Factories 
Angorat International 
Airport 

WRAT Radio and 
Television Station 
Cheese Market 

Fish Market 

Town Hall 

Snotnose Castle 

The Seven Hills of 
Mouse Island 

Mouse Central Station 
Trade Center 

Movie Theater 

Gym 

Catnegie Hall 

Singing Stone Plaza 
The Gouda Theater 
Grand Hotel 

Mouse General Hospital 
Botanical Gardens 
Cheap Junk for Less 
(Trap’s store) 

Aunt Sweetfur and 
Benjamin’s House 
Mouseum of 

Modern Art 
University and Library 
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34. 
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The Daily Rat 

The Rodent’s Gazette 
Trap’s House 

Fashion District 

The Mouse House 
Restaurant 
Environmental 
Protection Center 
Harbor Office 
Mousidon Square 
Garden 

Golf Course 
Swimming Pool 
Tennis Courts 
Curlyfur Island 
Amousement Park 
Geronimo’s House 
Historic District 
Public Library 
Shipyard 

Thea’s House 

New Mouse Harbor 
Luna Lighthouse 

The Statue of Liberty 
Hercule Poirat’s Office 
Petunia Pretty Paws’s 
House 

Grandfather William's 
House 
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Map of Mouse Island 


Big Ice Lake 

Frozen Fur Peak 
Slipperyslopes Glacier 
Coldcreeps Peak 
Ratzikistan 
Transratania 

Mount Vamp 
Roastedrat Volcano 
Brimstone Lake 
Poopedcat Pass 
Stinko Peak 

Dark Forest 

Vain Vampires Valley 
Goose Bumps Gorge 


. The Shadow Line Pass 


Penny Pincher Castle 
Nature Reserve Park 
Las Ratayas Marinas 
Fossil Forest 

Lake Lake 
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31. 
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Lake Lakelake 
Lake Lakelakelake 
Cheddar Crag 
Cannycat Castle 
Valley of the Giant 
Sequoia 

Cheddar Springs 
Sulfurous Swamp 
Old Reliable Geyser 
Vole Vale 
Ravingrat Ravine 
Gnat Marshes 
Munster Highlands 
Mousehara Desert 
Oasis of the 
Sweaty Camel 
Cabbagehead Hill 
Rattytrap Jungle 
Rio Mosquito 





; 
“Dear mouse friends, a 


Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 
It’ll be another whisker-lickifig-g0od 
adventure, that’s a promise! 


P 


, 


Geronimo Stilton 
sss! 


, 











Who issGeronimo Stilton? 
That’s me! | run a newspaper, but 
my true passion is writing adven- 
ture stories. Here in New Mouse 


GERONIMO STILTON City, the capital of Mouse Island, my 





— 





books are all bestsellers! My stories 
are funny, fa-mouse-ly funny. They 
are whisker-licking-good tales, and 
that’s a promise! 





THea MOUSE IN 
SPACE! 

New Mouse City was in danger! An evil 
professor was threatening us all with 
his terrible inventions. The authorities 
called.u J upon me to thwart his plans by 
traveling on a top secret mission — to 
outer space! | was totally unprepared 
to go. But, moldy mozzarella, my trip 
was out of this world! 


BENJAMIN 
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